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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 

The terrorist attack Rick refers to--TWA flight 841 en route from Athens to Rome hijacked to Beirut-- 
occurred on 14 June 1985, which dates this story to [tadal] June 1985 [one year and about two months before 
the warm-up tours for the Hysteria tour kicked off on 5 August [986]. Norma Jean is, of course, Marilyn 
Monroe, who married Arthur Miller in 195b. | think you can all guess which song Rick sings to Phil. 


The waiting is the hardest part 
Every day you see one more card 
You take it on faith, you take it to the heart 


The waiting is the hardest part 


-Tom Petty, "The Waiting" 


Sav 


Rick Savage needed a drink. Badly. The doctor and the nurse and Joe were standing in a huddle, talking in low 
Voices, discussing, shaking and nodding theirs heads. No one had spoken to him since he'd come in. When was 
that? Fifteen minutes ago? He'd gone straight to Joe, only one question on his mind because he was certain he 


knew the reason why they were in a hospital. Again. 
"Shit. ls Steve dead?" 


He wasn't. He was in Intensive Care, hooked into vital stats and an IN. and they couldn't see him. He has to 


stabilize, the nurse said. Necessary precautions. 
"They're doing all they can, Sav," Joe said. 


Christ, that made him even more nervous. He needed a drink He needed a smoke. Pushing back at his hair, he 
took in the hospital lobby. White. Sterile. Stiff, pink leather couch. Television set with the images swimming in 
red and yellow swirls of bad reception Coffee table stacked with magazines from five months ago. Everyone 
seemed to know exactly where to go and what to do. Sit and read or pace the hall or take a drink of water or 
step out and look aimlessly at the downcast sky. Christ. Did they have a pub anywhere near? Did they sell 
cigarettes at the hospital cafeteria? He twisted his fingers into knots. 


"He's going to be all right, ain't he?" he said 
Joe searched his face. "Are you gonna be all right?" 


He nodded, mouth dry. "Just need a drink. A quick stiff one. You want one? You want a drink, Joe? A drink? 
There's gotta be a pub nearby. It's Sheffield, for fuck's sake. A drink It's Sheffield. Oh God" He pinched his lips 
with his fingers. "How many did Steve have to drink? He could've.." He placed a hand over his eyes. Everything 


seemed to be going much too fast. He needed to calm down. Get a drink. He needed a drink 

Joe was grasping his shoulders, turning him around to look at him. Sav tried to avert his eyes. Joe held on to 
his chin and studied his face. Sav winced. He tried to close his eyes, but he couldn't. It was pointless. Joe could 
see them clearly. Dilated, darting from left to right. 


"Oh, shite, Sav." He sounded disappointed. "You're fucking high?" 


"No." He cursed and wished everything would stop rushing past him. "Yeah. So? | came, didn't |? All | need is a 


drink. | need a drink, Joe." 


Joe collared him and forcibly walked him down a hall bathed in neon white light. Too bright. Eating away at the 


corners of the room. Burning his retinas. He shielded his eyes. 


"You're gonna go see a nurse," Joe said, jaw tight, teeth grinding together. "The last thing | need is another 
fuckin’ bloody tosser band member up in fuckin’ Intensive Care." 


God. He just needed a drink. 


Phil 


Phil Collen bought a bowl of lentil soup and a cup of tea and sat by himself at the only remaining window table. 
He dipped old, hard bread into his soup and watched as the liquid shifted, then swirled back into place. All 
around him was noise. Dishes rattled and rang, cups and saucers scraped together and chairs scratched at the 
linoleum floor. Snatches of conversations melted into one. They knew he was going fo Terror on this quiet 
neighbourhood mum got the call his legs wont work again they say two pounds six pence please try fo understand 
Margaret. He wanted to shut it all out. 


But shutting it out meant Steve would come calling. 


Intensive Care. He chewed on the bread, transferring it from molar to molar. Not the first time, is it, Steve? He 
wished he could pray. He'd tried, earlier, but he just felt like a fucking hypocrite. Please God, let him be all 
right. Let him be all right so that he can go right back to drinking with me. Please God, please exist and please 
forget that | don't go to church and that | lie and that I've stolen and that | yelled at me mum and that | 


dearly enjoy buggerin' that boy lying hooked to an LV. right now. Please, just please. 


No, it wouldn't work. Somebody else would have to pray. He just had to finish his soup and drink his tea and 
hope beyond hope that this would all be some funny joke at the Hound Pub come tomorrow. 


Rick 


In retrospect, buying a bag of crisps just hadn't been one of his more brilliant ideas. Rick Allen stared at the 
shiny foil bag and felt completely at a loss. Six months ago, he would've pinched the top from both sides and 
ripped and the bag would break down the side and crisps would burst out and he'd scoop ‘em up and enjoy 
them and that would be that. But six months ago he hadn't totalled his car along the A5T and escaped a one- 
armed drummer. He suspected crisp companies didn't spend much time considering the possibility that one- 


armed drummers would want to eat their product. 


Think, Richard John Cyril Allen, you dolt. You didn't lose the left side of your brain 


Teeth. He might rip it open with his teeth. Wasn't that the tried and true cripple way? Oh God, he hadn't 
meant to think that. He pinched one side of the bag between thumb and index finger, and tugged at the other 
with his teeth. Slowly but surely, it gave way. Ripped open cleanly. No spills, no tears, no crisps all over the 
floor. There might be some good in this one-armed deal after all. 


He crunched on the crisps and wondered where the others were. He'd seen Joe, pacing around the halls, barking 
at anyone who came near ‘cause he absolutely hated hospitals and he was worried sick about Steve. He didn't 
know where Sav was. Rick had come in with Phil, who'd gone strangely quiet and had wandered away before 


Rick realized that he'd been talking to himself as he made his way toward the vending machines. 


It was just as well. They weren't any good at hospitals, the lot of them. Steve and him, they were pros. 
Regulars. 


The smell of disinfectant and frozen food and bloody bandages and old age and decay no longer really bothered 
him. What bothered him were the words Intensive Care. He couldn't see Steve. Couldn't just go up there and 
crack a joke. Maybe tell him that, yeah, he was right, the French Vanilla coffee churned out by the fourth 
floor vending machine did taste like melted plastic. He couldn't do that. 


Crumpling the empty crisp bag, he tossed it into the trash and wandered if any new magazines had finally been 
put out at the lobby. 


Joe 


Joe Elliott hated waiting. He hated hospitals. He hated television sets in the lobby. He hated the BBC News. He 
hated magazines that obsessed over which luncheon Prince Charles and Princess Diana were attending five 
months ago. He hated stiff leather couches. He hated Sav for coming in wee off his litte trip. He hated not 
being able to go on a little trip of his own He hated Steve for putting him in this situation. 


"You're going to give yourself a hernia, Joe," he sighed. He rubbed his hands over his face and ignored the 
precise, clipped tones of the BBC News. 


He paced. 

"He's going to be all right," he muttered under his breath. "He's pulled this kinda stunt before. He's made it 
through. Right? Just had too much to drink The hospital's just making a big deal outta this ‘cause he's a Rock 
guitarist and they expect this kind'a thing from the likes of us and love rubbing our noses in how it could kill 
us. They don't know a bloody thing.’ 


Nagging thoughts crowded into his head: Yes, they do know a bloody thing or two. Steve could die. He's not 


stable. The nurse said so. Steve drinks too much. You drink too much. 
He shook his head. 


He ran a hand through his hair and patiently told himself that, no, he didn't drink too much. He just had a few 
beers, something harder if the mood was right. Weekend stuff, with his mates at the pub. The whole of 
England was doing it right now. He could almost smell it, taste it. The smoky wood of the benches and the 
cigarettes trailing pictures in the air and the cold, crisp ice of the lager and the thick aftertaste and foam he 
had to wipe off his lips and the bartender, Rob, he knew them from way back, knew exactly what each one 
would order. Sav with his Bass and Phil and Steve trying out whichever new brew Rob suggested and Rick 
cradling his simple Heineken jealously because, four years down the road, he was still delighted at finally being 
legal and Joe could really go for a good pint of Guinness right about now. 


Sav 


Sav was beginning to really dislike two phrases in the English language. How are you feeling now, love? That was 
one. Can | fix you a spot of tea? That was the other. 


They wouldn't let him smoke. They wouldn't let him out. There wasn't anything they could do for him. Not 
really. Hospital policy or some such thing. They just sat him down somewhere to wait for the high to crash 
into a low. Joe had convinced a nurse to keep an eye on him, then he'd stalked off. Sav had no idea where to. 
He supposed Joe couldn't sit still. He couldn't sit still either. His fingers were twiddling together. Rapidly. There 
they went. A hundred and eighty kilometres per hour. 


He closed his eyes. Bursts of light danced beneath his eyelids. 

Stupid. Stupid, stupid, stupid. His brain seethed with accusation. Why the fuck did you get high today? Steve 
needs you. But | can't see Steve, the nurse said so. Don't blame me, | didn't know. That's no fucking excuse. 
You're pathetic. When you crash, | hope it lasts for days, you Tosser. Amn't | crashing now..? 

Was he? 

He raised his hands. They seemed heavier, like flesh coloured sand bags. He heard a sob. Someone was crying. A 
heart rendering sound, all of the breath sucked in, body shaking, sobbing loudly and broken and big, fat tears 
splashing onto his lap. 


The nurse was standing beside him, kneeling down and rubbing a maternal hand along his back. 


"There, there," she said. "How are you feeling now, love? Can | fix you a spot of tea?" 


Joe 


The Hound Pub was just around the corner. Án old man in an afghan sweater was headed out there. Can't stay 
‘round this place, he'd told Joe as he laboured up from his chair, pulled his cap over his eyes, and left the 
lobby. Joe almost called out to him. Al go with you My wife died That made him cringe, and he stopped himself. 
Why did he have to lie? 


Because he didn't want to say Al go with you. My guitarist is drinking himself to death Lets drink to him. Cheers, 


Steve. Here's a loving cup to you Like a bloody Irish wake. Lager for the dead. Scotch and whiskey and you go on 
living. It made him sick to think about it. 


He slumped into his chair. The BBC News was on about a special report on China and Communism. He picked up 
a magazine. The cover was missing. There was a large news article about Princess Caroline of Monaco and her 
brand new yacht. Glossy pictures. Paparazzi shots. She was quite pretty. A bit too skinny. He flipped the pages 
and came to a black € white photo of a smiling, voluptuous blond in a white slip dress, dancing with a stick thin, 
older fellow in horn rimmed glasses. 


"Now here's a thing of beauty," he murmured. "Hullo, Norma Jean Who's this ugly bugger?" He squinted at the 
caption. Arthur Miller. He'd forgotten about Arthur Miller. He folded the magazine so that only Norma Jean 
showed and placed it on the table. She smiled up at him and ignored Arthur Miller. 

Time slipped by, ticking away on the wall clock and turning the Chinese Communism report into a piece about 
hurricanes in America and shelters that took in displaced and stray animals. They even saved horses. Reckon 
that. His eyelids were dropping, his mouth thick with drowsiness. 

"Elliott? Mr. Elliott?" 


He snapped awake. A nurse was hovering by his shoulder. He bolted upright. 


Its about the young man you brought in" She checked her clipboard. "Steve Clark?" She waited patiently for 


Joe to swallow his apprehension and nod. 


The nurse said, "The doctor would like a word with you." 


Phil 


The cafeteria was emptying out, noise filtering into the monotone drone of the air conditioning and the 
percolator behind the counter. He spun his fifth cup of tea around its saucer and barely noticed when Rick slid 
into the window table. 


"Ground control to Major Tom," Rick said. "Your circuit's dead, there's something wrong. Can you hear me, 


Major Tom?" 
Phil gave him a weak little smile. "Hey," he said. "Have you heard anything?" 


"They hijacked another plane. Beirut. TWA flight 847. They also made a Princess Diana doll. She's got a trunk 
with all these tiny accessories and for a few pence more you can get, and | quote, her ‘Fairy Tale Wedding 


Gown! Oh, and Sav was high, but he's low now. Just ran into Joe." 


Rick put his arm over the table and placed his chin over it, grinning like an imp. Phil wanted to kick him. Instead, 
he said, "Be serious, Rick. ls Steve all right?" 


"| don't know, Phil. They don't tell the cripple anything. | think Joe's the designated father." With his chin still on 
his arm, he turned his head, eyes roaming the emptying cafeteria. His voice was softer when he spoke again 
"He's still in Intensive. CU, as they put it. They think he's out of danger." He shrugged. "But you know how it is. 
They don't wanna say much, just in case it gets worse." 

"Worse?" 

"Its not getting worse." 

"You just said--" 

Rick waved away his outburst. "Trust me, will ya? The doctor doesn't look worried, and the nurse is giving Joe 
lectures about John Bonham and blood/alcohol levels. | think the worse is over, mate." He patted Phil's arm, 
straightening. "Relax." 

Phil's shoulders sagged. He placed his hands over his eyes and shook his head, not daring to speak. At length, he 
lowered his hands, drawing a deep breath, tears unshed. He reached out one hand and picked up his tea cup. 
Darjeeling. What in the world had possessed him to buy Darjeeling? 

"Steve likes Darjeeling," he said. 


Rick blinked, then chuckled into his chest. He picked out a few hairs along his shirt and grinned at Phil. 


"Take him some," he said. "The food ‘round here is processed rubber." 


© 10 April 2005. The Major Tom lyrics are, of course, from David Bowie's "Space Oddity," found on Space 
Oddity and © 1969. 


